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<< TT7"HETHER^ in that spirit-land where our immortal natures 
still live after their earthly tabernacles have crumbled to 
their original clay, they have any knowledge of or interest in the affairs 
of the world which they have left behind^ we do not know ; it has not 
been reveeded to us. 



** The faculties and perwers of the soul — especially memory — the strong 
affections of the hearty all belonging to and constituting an inseparable 
part of its spiritual nature, as well as its unwearying actitnty even 
while the body reposes in soundest slumber , render it, to say the least, a 
reasonable conjecture that, though engaged in moral and intellectual 
employments and enjoyments much nobler and purer than earth* s, they 
are still spectators — interested, curious spectators — in the works of GocTs 
providence which relate to his moral creation, 

» » » 

" In spite of ourselves, we are all, more or less, believers in the com- 
munion of spirits. The man who has entirely cast off this prejudice 
or superstition, if we please to term it so, has lost one restraint which 
has been known to exert its salutary in/luence when even the sense of 
higher accountability has been disregarded.*' — SharswoOd. 
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FELIX MONDET. 

I7ELIX MONDET was a dreamer. 

I do not mean to say he was not a worker, for he was. 
He worked for the realization of his dreams, — Position, 
Power, Riches ; for the attainment of those outward evi- 
dences of success that characterized his older friends, the 
Doctor, the Professor, the Judge, the Diplomat, and which 
evidences always stood before his eyes as the most desir- 
able of worldly possessions. 

With these practical aims Felix was still a dreamer. 
Though by no means an idler, yet, at twenty-eight, while 
to outward appearances he was on the highroad to success 
according to the accepted idea, to himself he admitted 
that he was at a standstill. 

He was a plodder, inasmuch that he met and conquered. 
He did not look from an elevated position to command, 
to turn to account, to manipulate. Possibly he lacked 
continuity of purpose, for together with his pursuit of 
the law he coupled other ventures, in commercial lines, 
which he thought, and his friends thought, would prove 
of the greatest money-making value. 



J J 
I 



4>«::. 



12 

Previously, he had seldom stopped to think. Now he 
was at a critical point in his existence. He thought. 
His exact feelings he could not fathom. His business 
career confused his early training. 

His mother, from his youth up, had sought to instill in 
him Truth, Sobriety, Charity. She was a strong-minded 
woman. Quick to see and to execute ; prone to bear up 
under adversity; ambitious; a woman with all a woman's 
instincts and reasoning, which Felix had never analyzed. 
He owed fifteen years of his training to her. The train- 
ing bears its fruit. 

His father was steady, plodding, successful. To him 
Felix gave little heed. In fact, in reasoning they never 
could agree, — ^his father and he. 

Felix Mondet, therefore, could not account for his state 
of uncertainty. He tried to succeed. He thought he 
believed. He thought he had a purpose. But on the 
verge of thirty he was beginning to find himself all at sea. 
He felt that he was losing ground, but why ? 

With his increase of ventures, his entire time was taken 
up. He became straightened out only to get again tangled 
and involved in his dealings. Withal he became sus- 
picious, morose. Persons he thought friends were secret 
enemies ; persons he thought truthful, honest, sincere, he 
found to be deceitful, dishonest, insincere. 

He read of, met, and saw, gigantic swindles, rogues. 
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schemes, and, — failures. He wondered at these things — 
that they should exist. He had never thought of them in 
conjunction with his friends the Doctor, the Judge, the 
Professor. They were successful men, as was his own 
father. They were rich, they were powerful, they were 
respected. That they should have met with reverses never 
entered his head. It were impossible. 

To himself Felix was an anomaly. Don't misunder- 
stand his feelings. From a good schooling and university 
education he became first an employee, then a student, a 
worker, a master. He had reached from a lower plane to 
a higher. His position was secured. 

To the world he was destined to success. To himself, 
at thirty, he was going to pieces. Strive as though he 
would he could not rise above his depression, could not 
see his faults, could not fathom his existence. Could he 
rely on Astrology? Ancient kings did, why not he? 
His Horoscope foretold the triumphant sign of Saturn, 
the protection of Jupiter, the science of Mercury, the 
tranquility of the Moon, the riches of the Sun, the 
charity, passion and tenderness of Venus. 

He had left the university with honor, he had busied 
himself faithfully, relaxed himself reservedly, was expect- 
ant for the future. At thirty, of himself he asked, where 
was his triumph, where his protection, where his tran- 
quility, riches, science? 
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Felix Mondet was a worldly man. He worked as he 
believed, that through no other agency than his own 
efforts was his furtherance and success to be attained. 
Yet he believed in the Will, the Occult, the Hereafter. 

Time after time he had tried to satisfy himself of his 
bodily condition, its influences, its scope, its future, and 
disposition. His material self, the matter from whence 
all things come — what was he? What was he destined 
for as a collection of molecules ? He could trace up to a 
certain point ; had Biblical teachings at his finger*s end ; 
saw, heard, believed, and, — what did he know ? 

He knew who he was, and ^here he was, but, Whence 
and Whither ? 

And so one being worked and thought. 

Some time after the point had arrived in Felix Mondet*s 
life to which we have alluded, he returned to his rooms 
after a day of anxiety, trouble and thought expended 
uiK)n a knotty legal case. Tired in body and depressed 
in soul, after partaking of a cup of cocoa, he threw him- 
self down on a divan, before a cheerful fire, and, little 
heeding material things, was soon in a state of tranquility. 

Through the protecting grace of an all-seeing Eye there 
comes to those in distress, at one time or another, the 
power of traversing the Dark Plain, of divining Right 
from Wrong, — a spiritual foresight ; a protection. 
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Characterized as a still, small voice, a Conscience, an 
inner consciousness, what it is has never been definitely 
known. A premonition, a translation ? Yes, and No. 

At any rate 'a fathomless transition for Good or Evil ; a 
warning, a help. Not a worldly state, but a release of the 
astral body from corporeal to spiritual, and thus clearer, 
vision. A condition of cool, collected, unobstructed, 
undisturbed sight and feeling — a distinct reasoning being 
with an acuteness born of a secret Power. 

In this condition, past, present and future appear to 
the adept like unto an open book. Sight and hearing are 
mysteriously quickened ; questions and answers become 
the medium of a sensible communication. 

Once the peace of this state is allowed, revelations the 
most far-reaching and protective are had. Out of it, 
sordid realities, hopes, ambitions, defeats — unless heed be 
given to the revelations granted. 

Thus, then, Felix Mondet*s astral body appeared to his 
other, and material, self as an interpreter of life's tangled 
skein. 

Apart from his surroundings, he hovered, a watch on men 
and things, on means and motives, on causes and effects. 

He saw a Universe of goodly pretensions endowed with 
blessings. He saw it inhabited by a people having a cor- 
rect guidance in clear, honest principles. 
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He saw Success, and Peace, and Plenty. 

Then, ever and anon, through a vision beset with clouds, 
came glimpses of Discontent, the mother of Strife. 

From thence he compassed the world and met with 
Intrigue and War, Wickedness and Desolation. He saw 
the baleful fruits of their unhappy machinations; the 
scattering and breaking up of the strongest tribes, cities, 
states, empires ; he saw one generation wiped out to make 
way for another ; he saw both young and old succumb 
under the pestilential breath of Sedition and Heresy, while 
Fire and Flood and Famine and Disease swept onward, 
destroying all that lay within their path. 

Here and there a few escaped unscathed. These few 
he saw happy, cheerful, contented. According to the law 
of survival of the fittest. But why these few ? 

He was allowed to reason. His friends, the Judge, the 
Professor, the Doctor, were happy. Others, he knew, 
were neither happy nor successful. His ideals were, — so 
he had believed. But now he could see, beneath the 
calm of the surface, that each was harassed by anxieties, 
doubts, fears, even greater than his pwn. 

Tenacious of a precarious existence which knew not 
content, nor ease, nor relaxation, he saw them struggling 
in the snares of Strategem, Treachery and Deceit, of 
which they or he had little eked. Of themselves, the 
Evil Trinity was in them, but Faith, Honor and Com- 
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passion, with their attendants, Hope, Mercy and Charity, 
controlled. 

The depressions of the poor and the depressions of the 
rich he now saw with equal force. They were alike in 
their heart-sicknesses. There was despairing Squalor 
about the one and mocking Glamor about the other. 

Man's inhumanity to man, the hollow Pomp and shallow 
Vanity of a wicked world appealed to his vision and 
opened his eyes to the reality of his earthly surroundings. 
Clearly, his vision was a warning, but what did it portend ? 

Then came another aspect. From out of Turmoil and 
Strife came smiling Good, breathing tranquility of mind, 
and heart, and body. An eddy in the maelstrom. 

With this sharp contrast, this promise of further knowl- 
edge, came a desire for a deeper insight and a keener 
appreciation. He had the Abstract ; he wanted the Con- 
crete — would it be given him ? 

Strive as it might the Spirit of Felix Mondet could not 
pierce beyond the Veil that lay almost within his reach. 
Could the Will serve? Could concentration of effort 
obtain the Prize for him ? 

The intensity of agony that attended his consuming 
yearning to penetrate the Great Secret caused beads of 
white blood to start like pearls from the brow of the 
material body. 
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Slowly commenced the return state of consciousness. 
Would he Know? In his eagerness he groped about, 
clutching, grasping, dragging at the Veil he could not 
rend. But a Power greater than his seemed to bar him 
his desire. The weak worldly vessel slowly regained its 
ascendancy. 

Then began a silent and mighty battle of Darkness and 
Light. For one instant inky blackness would pall the 
senses — then Light would triumph, only to be vanquished 
in another instant. And thus they struggled, the one with 
the other. It seemed hours to Felix — it was but seconds. 
At last, as Light seemed about to prevail, it was instantly 
dissipated. The Darkness grew in intensity. The atmos- 
phere was stifling. Felix gasped for breath. For one 
instant the air was laden with balmy scents, and then there 
came a crash as of a world-destroying cataclysm. 

When the reverberating echo had spent its fury Felix 
realized that the boon of sight was no longer his. 

He was blinded ! 

* * * 

His Soul quivered in the grasp of Fear, the ghoul of a 
morbid and over-wrought mind. His fevered faculties 
contemplated the terror of Unnamable Disaster ; he saw 
the Pale Reaper. 

Was this, then. Death ? 

* ♦ ♦ 
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It was Life. 

Out of the mist, as if stilled by the violence of the 
tempest that had passed, there came a Voice, sweet, low, 
sad, and with the intonation of an inviolate command, 
saying, 

" This do I give unto thee !'* 

3|C 3|C 3|C 

Once more his sight obeyed the Will. 

O, ineffable joy, he could see ! 

And, as his dim perceptives struggled with their poor, 
mortal weakness, he saw, in a burst of effulgent glory, — 
this: 

'* T^ou shalt have none other gods but me, 

^*T7iou shalt not make to thyself any graven image, 
nor the likeness of anything that is in heaven above or 
in the earth beneath, or in the water under the earth. 
Thou shalt not bow down to them, nor worship them. 
For I the Lord thy God am a jealous God, and visit the 
sins of the fathers upon the children, unto the third and 
fourth generation of them, that hate me ; and show mercy 
unto thousands in them that love me and keep my com- 
mandments- 

** Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord thy God in 
vain ; for the Lord will not hold him guiltless that taketh 
his name in vain, 

^^ Remember that thou keep holy the Sabbath-day, Six 
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days shalt thou labor y and do all that thou hast to do ; 
but the seventh day is the Sabbath of the Lord thy God. 
In it thou shalt do no manner of work; thou, and thy 
Sony and thy daughter, thy man-servant, and thy maid- 
servant, thy cattle, and the stranger that is within thy 
gates. For in six days the Lord made heaven and earth, 
the sea and all that in them is, and rested the seventh 
day, and hallowed it. 

* * Honor thy father and thy mother ; that thy days 
may be long in the land which the Lord thy Godgiveth 
thee. 

" Thou shalt do no murder. 

* * Thou shalt not commit adultery. 
" Thou shalt not steal. 

**Thou shcUt not bear false witness against thy 
neighbor. 

^'Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor's house, thou 
shalt not covet thy neighbor's wife, nor his servant, 
nor his maid, nor his ox, nor his ass, nor anything that 
is his.'' 
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DAPHNE. 

"/^APTAIN, I have not yet been told of that dream of 
yours. You promised to relate it some time ago, 
and I am afraid you are forgetting me." 

Captain Burdette, an English sea captain, and myself 
were resting in the cabin of the sloop WUliatn RkUl, 
anchored in a quiet cove on Barnegat Bay, after a day's 
successful outside Ashing. I felt in the humor for what 
Lem, the mate, called a "snaky" yarn, and proceeded 
to remind the Captain of a promise made to me sometime 
before. 

It was some minutes after I had ceased speaking that 
the captain knocked the ashes from his pijie and raising 
himself to a sitting position, turned toward me. 

As my eyes rested on his features, 1 perceived a pained 
look that surprised me. 

Before I could speak he began : 

"Well, Hal, it is not likely that I would recur to the 
subject, unless importuned, for to me it is not a pleasant 
one. However, my depressed feelings, together with our 
present surroundings, are fit accompaniments lo the wierd 
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dream — as you might call it, although now I know from 
its truth it was no dream — the yam I promised in a 
thoughtless moment. ' ' 

I knew that the old seaman was subject to spells of 
melancholia, and would have begged him to forget my 
idle request, but a second look showed to me that the 
recital of his story would take a burden from his mind, 
and leave him in a more tranquil state. So I held my 
peace. 

*' The incident I am about to relate taught me a lesson 
in the doctrine of Infinity, that I shall never again seek 
to controvert. In another way my error was a result of lack 
of experience, so essential to persons placed in an execu- 
tive capacity. Had I reasoned in the way I now should do, 
the lives of three persons, I have every reason to believe, 
would have been free from a great deal of unhappiness 
and reproach. 

" You know when my poor brother died, he left behind 
him a daughter, about fourteen years old. Her name was 
Daphne. Although a rough sailor, imused to womankind 
after my mother's death, I was designated by him to care 
for the girl, and to look after her interests. Thus, in a 
moment, by the quenching of the life of one of my own 
kin, I became a father — yes, a father, for I will say that 
no parent ever cherished for his own a fonder love than 
I experienced toward my brother's child. For, fostering 
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her in her loss of her father, caring for her in sickness, 
and thinking of her when far away, she soon became 
engrafted in my nature, a fiber of my being." 

It was several minutes before he could proceed. I sat 
in silent and sympathetic waiting. 

"She was in her seventeenth year,** he continued, 
"when I received a message from Liverpool from the 
owners of the vessel of which I was at that time captain, 
to prepare for an extensive trading voyage. Thinking 
that the trip would do the girl good, and knowing that 
my own mind would be better satisfied if she were with 
me, I decided to take her along, and made preparations 
accordingly. 

"At home Daphne had always been the girlish belle of 
the village, but her young heart was as yet untouched by 
any passing fancy. It was a strange thing to me, then, 
that her affection should become almost instantly centered, 
it appeared to me, in the person of an American-born lad, 
who seemed to be merely a transient visitor to a foreign 
shore. 

"Be that as it may, I had in my crew a bright but 
harum-scarum young lad, who, although ambitious, I felt 
would never amount to a great deal for reasons that I 
cannot very well define. 

" I watched with disfavor the attachment I saw growing 
up between him and Daphne. Daring to a degree border- 

3 
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ing on recklessness, well formed, and of commanding 
strength, Hewson was just the ideal of a romantic girl 
who had been sheltered from contact with the world. 

<'In a quiet way I did all that I could to discourage 
their evident feelings toward one another, but I saw it 
grow stronger under opposition. 

'' One evening, after looking at the many sides of the 
case, I called Daphne into the cabin, and, as gently as I 
could, placed the whole matter before her — my doubts and 
fears, my interest in her welfare, and other points and 
reasons for her giving up any idea of a union with the 
young seaman. After I finished speaking, she sat as one 
dumb, the conflict of her emotions showing itself only in 
her heaving breast and glowing eyes. 

<'At last she gained control of herself as by a mighty 
effort, and tearfully pleaded that she might not be crossed 
in her affection, saying that she could not extinguish her 
love for Hewson, and that wherever that love might lead 
her, she could love but him, and die. 

'' I saw further argument would not avail, and resolved 
to act. As God is my judge, I did it for the best. I 
may have done wrong, but my subsequent heartaches and 
remorse, have more than paid me for my misjudgment. 

* * At the next port I discharged the young fellow, tell- 
ing him that his services were no longer needed. Although 
he begged for an explanation, I offered none ; he pleaded 
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with me to retain him, but I was obdurate, and procured 
for him a berth on another vessel. He went, but I saw 
that he and Daphne had had an understanding, and I 
was sorely troubled. 

' * From the time of his departure. Daphne was a differ- 
ent girl. Her spirits drooped, and she became melancholy 
and wasted. She was a mute reproach to me. I tried in 
vain to find a satisfying excuse for my action. I did all 
in my power to cheer her up. At every port we touched 
I took her ashore and made extra efforts to surround her 
with luxuries and comforts. After a time she began to 
regain her wonted spirits, and, with the exception of a 
look of resigned despair that hurt me more than angry 
words could, was quite her old self. 

'* Even then I did not know the full extent of the 
wrong I had done, thinking that, as with many of my 
own air castles, time would soothe and heal her fancied 
wounds. 

*' Four months after the discharge of Daphne's lover, 
having almost completed our trip, we ran in to Liverpool 
for supplies and orders. I secured quarters for Daphne 
at a comfortable inn, and left her to do some shopping 
and to enjoy herself as she fancied, while I busied myself 
with my various errands. 

'* While making a trip about the quays one day, I came 
fiace to face with young Hewson. He appeared utterly 
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unaware of my presence and passed on. Inquiring, I 
learned that he was purser on a composite steamer plying 
between Liverpool and the Bahamas, and that he was much 
thought of by his company. For the moment I feared 
lest he should learn of Daphne's whereabouts, but, full 
of my business cares, I soon forgot the circumstance. 

**l did not go into town for four days after meeting 
with Hewson. On the second day I reproached myself 
for neglecting Daphne, and was on the verge of stopping 
at the inn, when I received a batch of letters and papers 
requiring immediate attention. On the fourth day I 
started out about eleven o'clock in the morning, planning 
a trip that we should enjoy together. 

"The instant I entered the inn a vague feeling of 
uneasiness seized upon me. I had a presentiment that 
something was wrong. I hurried to the apartments 
assigned my niece only to find them empty. I inquired 
of the chambermaid if she had seen Miss Burdette. 

" *Yes,* she had, 'about ten o'clock the day before, 
but not since. * 

** I stood still a moment, in unspeakable distress, trying 
to collect my scattered thoughts. Had the unwished for 
happened? Had a deeper love than my stunted senses 
perceived asserted itself? 

*' Calling a hansom, I was driven to the one spot where 
I intuitively knew I could get the information sought — 
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the steamship company's office. Hastily entering the 
agent's apartment, I asked if any of their vessels had 
sailed within a day. I was told — 

'* *Yes, one had cleared at twelve o'clock the day 
before, the tide favoring an early departure. ' 

** My next question would settle all. I asked — 

*' *Did your purser have company on the trip out; a 
young lady ?* 

" *Mr. Hewson? Yes; his wife/ the agent replied. 
' It was rather unexpected, but he had asked the company's 
permission, and I granted him the necessary pass.' 

"Like one in a stupor, I turned away. Remorse for 
neglecting my trust overcame me. 

** Calmer thoughts came to me, however, and I began to 
see wherein I had erred. But I had builded my hopes on 
a bright future for her, as I knew her private fortune and 
my own would allow of those luxuries that I so much 
desired for her. And now ? 

" Had I only acquiesced, and then endeavored to guide 
her, she would have still been within my knowledge of her 
welfare. Oh, how I wished and prayed for her return 
when explanations would make happiness again ! 

" That evening, by post, came a letter, the deep pathos 
of which I can never forget. Daphne had gone, gone 
with her idol, the daring sailor of her girlish dreams. 
She hoped and begged that I would forgive her, for, her 
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letter continued, ' although against your wishes I know I 
am doing as my heart directs. ' 

'* I cannot describe my feelings. Everything was blank 
to me that night as I tossed about on the chairs and bunk 
in my cabin. I only know that the most earnest prayer 
I ever made went up for her as I tossed about in feverish 
suspense. 

'* The next day we weighed anchor, and I left behind 
me a spot that I shall never recall without regret, and self- 
reproach. Three months later I gave up my command, 
determined to forget as much as possible my old life and 
to drown my disappointment in travel. For now I had 
no object to work for. 

" Nearly three years from the date of the elopement of 
my niece, I found myself traveling back to Liverpool, in 
the interest of my brother's estate. Arriving at my desti- 
nation, I put up at one of the inns, and after several long 
and fussy consultations with the solicitors, had nearly 
finished my business. The next day would wind up 
affairs, and I expected to start for a trip across the 
water. 

''All day I had an unusual feeling of depression, as 
if something were about to happen. I am a believer 
in presentiments, and during my life have had more 
than one forewarning which proved of vital account in 
saving my life. But the feeling I experienced at this 
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time was not of a like nature, being rather one of ex- 
pectancy. 

*' I noted it was the fifteenth of October, the anniversary 
of my niece's marriage. Retiring, I could not sleep for 
thinking of past occurrences. After awhile I fell into a 
troubled sleep. I had two or three distorted visions, and 
then remember becoming partly conscious. 

" While in that condition, I plainly and distinctly heard 
the tolling of a ship's bell. My faculties seemed sharp- 
ened by this evidence of existing things, and I could dis- 
tinctly see, in a wide expanse of water, surrounded by 
floating ice, a composite steamer, head to the wind, wil;h 
yards aback and spilled sails, rising and falling with the 
motion of the cold, dark blue waves. 

"The steamer's deck, hatches, steering-gear, windlass, 
and all else, covered with a thick coating of ice, were as 
plain to me as a startling reality. Spell-bound, as though 
held by a phantom hand from which there was no escape, 
I watched for the next act of the tragedy as tolled off 
by the bell, the mournful tones of which I could still 
hear. 

' * Soon there emerged from the after-cabin a group of 
officers, bearing between them a corpse wrapped in a 
shotted shroud. With lifted caps, they cautiously trod 
the ice-covered deck to the long boat swinging from the 
davits. On the center seats they reverently deposited 
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their fragile burden, and took their places on either side. 
At the bow, his face covered with his hands, sat a young 
man. Peering past the fingers as they were buried in the 
flesh, in my vision I saw, phantom-shaped and ghastly, 
the features of — Hew^pn ! 

** 'My God,' I moaned, * Daphne !* 

'* The boat was lowered, and with measured stroke and 
muffled oar, headed for the deep, still waters of a sheltered 
cove. 

<< Hal, I watched it all, and, in what must have been a 
very short space of time, I thought of every incident in 
that awful drama, from the first act to the last, over which 
the curtain of death was now rolling. 

** The return to the ship, the getting under way again, 
were all shown to me, and then I awoke with a start, 
bathed in perspiration. Feeling as though one of my 
heart-strings had suddenly given way, I clutched at my 
side and sat upright. 

''Upon getting back my full consciousness, I tried to 
laugh at myself for being so foolish, and, once more lay- 
ing my throbbing temples on my pillow, sank into a deep 
sleep. 

"The next day, I was inclined to anticipate bad news 
of Daphne, but, finishing my business, I began prepara- 
tions for this trip. 

"Three or four months after my departure, I received 



33 

a packet of letters, remailed to me from my old home. 
In the packet was a letter from Daphne's husband, giving 
me the full particulars of her death and burial, and in the 
main, they coincided with the details of my revelation of 
the memorable fifteenth of October. 

*'It was shortly after the perusal of this letter that I 
promised you the story, and, while it is not a pleasant one, 
it was to me a bitter lesson. ' ' 
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FRONTIER SERVICE IN '49. 

TT WAS at one of those charming occasions, a canoeists' 
"smoker/* that I heard the following narrative. I 
think it worthy of perpetuation, if only as a comparison 
of hardships. 

The smoke hung low in the spacious club quarters as 
Heulton was called upon for a yam. The flowing bowl 
was responsible for many tales, before imtold, and the 
visitor, being called upon, relieved himself of a long 
whiff of cigar smoke, and, stretching at ease, began : 

'* I was thinking, after what I have gone through in my 
little canoe, that I must have been born to be hanged. I 
have enough poison in my system to kill a thousand men 
if I were to be fed to so many ; passed safely through a 
skirmish fight that laid low at my side seventy of my com- 
rades ; have been shot in the legs with Apache poisoned 
arrows ; outlived five men fighting in a corral with the red 
devils howling around ; have gone three days without 
water, and have eaten ten days* rations of bacon at once 
to keep it from melting away, saving what hard-tack I 
had as more precious than gold. After my several such 
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experiences I feel free to say that I am safe from the evils 
of fire and flood. 

"What I shall tell you is an incident that happened 
during the time I was connected with a government sur- 
veying party through Arizona, and deals with a common 
phase of life in the southwest at that time. You must 
recollect that in 1849 the country west of the Mississippi 
was still in the hands of the various Indian tribes, and, 
while the gold excitement on the Pacific coast was causing 
a rapid settlement in California, no protection for emi- 
grants existed. It was not until the government estab- 
lished lines of forts and organized companies of cavalry 
that the intermediate territory was safe for the white man 
to travel. ' * 

Here came a pause for reflection, during which several 
suspicious gurgles were heard, but out of politeness not 
located. One brother was observed to fold about him, 
Indian-fashion, a red blanket ; another hunted up a Win- 
chester and a butcher's knife, while the '*Kid ** spread 
his blanket near the light of the fire that crackled in the 
open fire-place. 

Personally, I noticed that Heulton had an intensely 
brown eye, that I had often thought never slept. It was 
restless and alert, yet in reflection it was as kindly and 
tender as a gentlewoman's. The lines in the face 
and forehead, and the square, firm chin, showed the reso- 
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lution of a brave man. The muscles of his throat, chest 
and arms would have excited the admiration of an athlete. 
A slight limp, when walking, was caused by a wound 
in the right knee. On a trip, he was the soul of good 
humor, would put up with any inconvenience, and was 
always ready to help one in misfortune. He was a pic- 
ture in a canoe, and at his best when fighting a heavy 
rift, or in a bad comer. 

But Heulton resumed : 

" I think I can interest you for a few moments by re- 
coimting my last adventure in the west before returning to 
civilization. I was twenty-six years old at the time I 

joined the party that left Fort M to establish a post 

further east, and had seen seven years' scouting beyond 
the Platte. I had thus served out my ''tenderfoot*' 
apprenticeship. 

"We were to work from the west, and had explored 
and surveyed in Arizona, — the meanest place on the con- 
tinent in which to exist, at that time, as it was full of 
fighting, treacherous natives, and was intensely dry, hot 
and dusty. We were starved half the time, — as we could 
only get rations once in eight months, — and thirsty all of 
the time. 

"As for life, it was worse than a hazard of dice. When 
on the march, if a man dropped behind the line for any 
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reason he never rejoined his party ; an Indian arrow 
killed him, and an Indian ate him. 

''Since returning east, I have often stopped to think 
that what a man can go through he never knows until he 
is tested. You might use all the expletives you want to, 
and nothing could describe it but the phrase 'a hard 
life.' 

''As I said before, the sun melted and dried up every- 
thing susceptible to its influence. Life was neither 
thought of, nor counted as of any worth. This was true 
of both Indians and whites, and I think the men who 
came out safely were those who did not value their own 
lives. The careful and cautious ones were usually the 
first to get wounded or killed. 

"As an instance of the worthlessness of life, you have 
no idea of the deaths that resulted from disputes at cards. 
It was a regular thing for the bull-whackers, when through 
for the day, to start 'poker' and 'seven-up,' their games 
lasting with the night. I never cared much for the games, 
but would play if invited to, though never after twelve 
o'clock at night. When that time came, I took my blan- 
ket, hunted a little hollow or himip behind which to lay, 
and went to sleep. 

" During the night you would be awakened by a 
fusilade, and then all would be quiet. Next day, on 
counting noses, someone would be missing. You were 
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supposed to know enough not to ask questions, but some- 
where about camp would be a mound of sod higher than 
the plain, which told the story. Should you be thought- 
less enough to ask the whereabouts of Jones or Smith, 
your informant would say ' The fool got into a muss last 
night; it was his own fault.' With whom, you would 
never find out, and with the little information given the 
matter would be dropped. 

"After an imusually tiresome scout we returned to 

Fort M , and learned that an Indian uprising was 

imminent. The Apaches were always fighting and harass- 
ing emigrant trains and the troops, but only at uncertain 
periods did they bum and pillage the settlers, or attack 
frontier forts. 

** We had been resting about two days, — if you can call 
it resting to sleep with a carbine under you and a brace of 
pistols on your person, — ^when we got word that a party of 

young bucks were closing in on Fort Y , some forty 

miles away. Of course, it was the duty of the commandant 
to protect any one in danger, but in such a case as this it 
was customary to call for volunteers, for, in answering 
these calls, a man took his life into his own hands, and it 
would be next to murder to order men out. The party of 
volunteers thus organized received an escort of regular 
troops, furnished by the commandant. 

''For myself, I was used to scouting, and had done 
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enough of such work to know quite well the Indian mode 
of warfare, of attack and defense, with their strategems, 
and had answered many a call for volunteers. Mrs. C, 
the captain's dashing and daring little wife, who could 
shoot, ride and fight, as well as her husband, used to 
inquire, on such occasions, ' Is Jack going ? Oh, how 
good ! If they obey him they will come through all 
right.' 

** Whatever might have been thought, I never had any 
trouble to get volunteers, and on this occasion I offered to 
warn the fort if I could pick my five men and be under 
no orders to come or go. This was agreed to readily, 
and by two o'clock I had my men fully equipped and 
ready. 

'* Captain C was anxious to have us start imme- 
diately. But I was opposed to this, as I counted on travel- 
ing at night. My reason for this was that the Apaches were 
averse to fighting at night, preferring to wage their warfare 
in the day-time, when their deadly poisoned arrows could 
be shot into a party, around which they would circle at a 
distance. In this way they took the life of many a brave 
man, whom it was impossible to avenge, as a rally would 
send them scattering to the hills, with which they were 
perfectly familiar, and only result in wholesale disaster to 
the pursuers. 

" Knowing this, then, I laid my plans for starting 
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about five o'clock; this would give us the protection 
from the fort until dark, after which we would have to 
look out for ourselves. At daylight, next morning, I cal- 
culated upon being near enough to Y to get aid from 

there if necessary. 

** My plans succeeded, for we got through all right, 
although we knew that we were surrounded by silent foes 
all along the trail. During our ride we also saw numerous 
signal fires from the peaks about us. 

'* When we entered the fort, I found Apache Indians 
inside, at their old game of playing friendship, awaiting 
signals to turn and murder and pillage when expected 
reinforcements arrived. I directed the commandant to 
clear the fort, and to barricade it, before I delivered 
my despatches. The scowling visages of the red villains, 
when they saw their plans thwarted, were anything but 
pleasant to see. They didn't make any resistance, 
although my boys were itching for a * go ' at them. 

'* I then served orders and gave the necessary instruc- 
tions. In turn, the commandant, having dispatches and 
news from San Francisco, was very anxious for us to return 

immediately with them to Captain C . This I did not 

want to do until nightfall, as it was a moral certainty that 
our trail would be covered as soon as our discovery of the 
Indian plot was made known to the reinforcing party. 

**The 'old man,' however, did not see it that way. 
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To him, time saved was time gained, and he was very per- 
sistent in importuning us to return. For myself, I was out 
under scouting license, and would have accepted orders 
from no one, but my men were half willmg to make an early 
start, as the following day was pay-day, and unless they 
were paid off then they would have to wait six or eight 
months before the paymaster came around again, as they 
had to be there in person to sign vouchers. ' Pay-days ' 
you must know were very anxiously awaited and were 
important days at the post. Sometimes it took all of a 
man's back pay to settle his liquor and tobacco bills, 
together with sundry ' debts of honor. ' 

''I told them, and the commandant, too, that they 
would never get in alive. It was only a matter of experi- 
ence and caution with me, — I might also say pride, — as I 
had a pretty clean record for bringing my command back 
in good shape, and I did not care to risk life any more 
than was absolutely necessary. Under pressure, I gave way, 
and passed the word to get ready, and at two o'clock we 
started. 

** I should never have yielded against first impressions, 
as my feelings were prophetic of coming disaster. I asked 
the captain to clear the trail after we were out of sight, 
as it led through a narrow cafion, which I intended 
to avoid. 

''It was a terribly hot afternoon, and as we filed on 
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about a hundred yards apart both men and horses became 
played out, so we were compelled to proceed slowly. 

'<As I was in the lead when we struck the gorge or 
cafion, instead of turning in I started up from the plain 
to the top of the plateau, knowing that we could get a 
clear sweep of the country, and thus be doubly secure. 

** I had covered a good bit of ground, when the boys 
came up and began to grumble against the route. Of 
course it was longer, about nine miles out of our way, and 
they did not like the idea of going so far in the hot sun. 

''I told them that the longest way around would 
be the shortest way home, and the safest. Besides, they 
could plainly see Indian signs about the cafion — the fresh 
mescal cuds convincing me that the place was alive with 
them. These cuds were never- failing signs, as the Indians 
chew the leaves when on long raids, for the purpose of 
exciting moisture. 

<' My men were all brave fellows, and felt equal to the 
task of wiping any number of Indians from the face of 
the earth, and they could fight, for I had seen them at it. 
Against my wishes and better judgment, I agreed, since 
they were so set against the longer trip. 

''As they turned down the cliffside, I dismounted to 
adjust my saddle girth and to see to my weapons, as I 
was sure that the latter would be useful before we got 
through. It was some distance to the entrance to the 
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gorge, and before I got very far advanced in the narrow 
defile the last man had disappeared. 

"I was just about rounding a bend of rocks, when I 
heard a sharp fusilade and the demon cries of the dreaded 
Apaches. Then, for a moment, not a sound was heard. 
I knew instinctively that not one of my men was alive, 
for had there been any one to fight, the report of a rifie 
or pistol would have broken the stillness. 

'' The red-skins thought they had the whole party, and, 
not looking any further, were busying themselves in scalp- 
ing their victims. To save myself was the question. I 
left ' Buckskin, * my faithful broncho, to himself, and he 
did not betray the trust imposed. He could not turn 
where we were, and had to back cautiously for quite a 
distance before he could find the necessary room. Be- 
sides, the path was full of loose stones that made very a 
insecure footing. 

** Once turned about, I put my horse on a run for the 
fort. 'Buckskin,' however, here spoiled my plans, and 
nearly caused me to fall into the hands of the savages by 
letting out a resounding neigh. Instantly I had a horde 
of the rascals at my heels. Into my horse went the spurs, 
and we got out as quickly as possible, but not fast enough 
to avoid arrows, which I got in the legs, together with a 
bullet in the knee. My poor horse looked like a 
porcupine. 
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" Had I found that I could not make camp, I had a 
pistol ready to send a bullet into my brain, for I should 
never have been taken alive, — I knew too well what it 
meant. 

''As luck would have it, a party from the fort had been 
detailed to clear the trail, and I ran into them, falling off 
my horse at the head of their advancing column. The 
troops, of course, were suspicious, thinking it might be a 
ruse, and so surrounded me. When they learned who I 
was, I was taken back. 

''Upon seeing the captain, I insisted that a guard be 

furnished to take me to Fort M , and blamed him, 

in strong terms, for the death of the men. The surgeon 
in charge wanted me to stay where I was, as I was weak 
from loss of blood. But I would not, so a detachment 
was made up and we started. I was placed in a heavy 
prairie wagon, and, as it had no springs, I suffered excruti- 
ating pains during the trip, which lasted until ten o'clock 
the next day. 

" On our way through the trail we found and buried my 
five men and the only Indian killed in the ambush. The 
savage had been shot by the leader as he rushed forward ; 
we found him, lying as he fell, face downward, with 
nothing on but a breech-cloth. My men were all scalped, 
and their horses were killed also. We were assailed twice 
on our return journey by the red wasps, and lost two men. 
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** When I reached my own camp I had the best possible 
attention, but was entirely helpless, not being able to use 
hands or feet. By good fortune not one of the poisoned 
darts had entered my body, which gave me a fighting 
chance. The surgeon, with whom I was on the best 
terms, told me that he would do his best for me, but gave 
me little encouragement. 

'< My whole mind, from this on, was bent upon getting 
east. From preparations that were going on, some weeks 
later, I learned that a party was being made up to go to 
San Diego for supplies, and to take those of our 
wounded that could be moved. 

" I begged Captain C to let me go with them. The 

surgeon said it was ridiculous — that I would die before I 
got out of sight, could not stand it, and all that. But I 
was determined to go, just the same, and asked the driver 
of the stage if he had any objection to my being fastened 
to the seat with him. Mind you, I was entirely helpless, 
from the effects of my wounds and the poison, and could 
not even feed myself. The driver, a big, good-natured 
western plainsman, agreed, if I was so set on going, to 
look after me. That settled it, and as his word was law in 
his own sphere, I started with them. I believe I felt better 
from that moment. 

** Of all the trips for me that was one of the worst. 
We kept up a constant skirmish with the Indians ; were 
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swept down swollen streams ; waited a week for a safe ford 
over one, and to cap the climax, my stage went over the 
side of a cliff, rolling over and over. 

* ' Our mishap was serious, yet laughable. Everyone man- 
aged to get out but the driver and myself. I was sti;^pped 
in and could not, and we went down together. When we 
stopped, he got out to disentangle things and the rest 
hunted us up. They found me alive and able to take my 
share of the whiskey they handed around, and would hardly 
believe their eyes. While I could not help myself I had 
good use of my tongue, and did my best not to be a burden. 
I had made up my mind to get to the coast at any rate and 
so far my will stood me in good stead. 

** Finally we got to San Diego, and took ship to San 
Francisco. As if to threaten me further, the first night out 
the ship took fire. It burst out between the decking and 
partition of my stateroom, and I noticed it on account of 
the heat. 

** I could not move, but called to one of the men, who 
came to me. He wanted to raise an alarm at once. I 
begged him not to do so, for there were sixty souls on 
board and I knew a panic would be worse than a fire. I 
entreated him to go quietly to the captain and acquaint him 
with the state of affairs. He did. 

** The captain hurried to the scene and began prepara- 
tions for controlling the flames, and headed the vessel for 



so 

the beach. But the mate, a cool-headed and plucky fellow, 
with the aid of some seamen, succeeded in putting the fire 
out, so we continued on our course. 

''Arriving in San Francisco, I was placed in the Sisters' 
hospital. Having gold and money enough to last me for 
some time, two of the party staid with me. 

'* You can tell how sick and weak I had become, for 
from a hundred and eighty-seven pounds I went to ninety- 
eight, and was suffering terribly with the wound in my leg, 
which, from want of proper care, was eating away the flesh 
and bone at the knee. 

'* The time arrived for the vessel— one of the Vanderbilt 
coast-line clippers — ^to sail for the Isthmus. I was taken 
aboard. Here my two nurses told me they intended 
to desert the army, as they were tired of the life they led 
on the frontier. Of course I could not countenance this, 
and so they left me. 

" Being alone, I sent ashore for someone, a New Yorker 
preferably, to keep me company until the ship sailed. A 
Jew, from Chatham street, was hunted up. He came to me 
and treated me elegantly. Through him, a prominent 
surgeon came to see me, and promised a cure if I would 
have my leg cut off at the knee. This I refused to do, but 
at his solicitation I left the vessel and was taken to the best 
hospital in the state. Here, after twenty-two months of the 
kindest sympathy and attention, I was discharged as cured. 
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"As I was a States subject, I had all the money refunded 
that I had paid out, and, in addition, was granted a pension. 

'' From the time I left the hospital I used a cane in 
walking for quite a while, — ^until I was married, — and 
might be yet, but for forgetting to take it along one day 
while I was on my bridal tour, in Washington. 

** One morning, my wife and I left the hotel together 
for a walk, and had gone quite a distance before she ob- 
served that I was without my walking-stick and called my 
attention to it. 

'* * Well, Anna,' said I, * if I can walk this far without 
it I guess it must be imagination or habit. I won't go 
after it,' and I did not." 
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AND THIS IS LOVE. 

D UDOLPH PRESTON was a thinker. Seeing and 
hearing, to him, were mere incentives toward open- 
ing up a train of thought. Reasoning was a natural gift. 

From boyhood to manhood, this trait had a prominence 
that insensibly commanded attention. His baby- thoughts 
produced questions that amused and puzzled his parents. 
His boyish thoughts and their application were sought for 
by his companions, to whom they meant the production of 
some useful appliance, some novel invention, that enabled 
them to carry out their sports and pastimes in some new 
and interesting fashion. 

Later, as the man, a circle of intimates knew him as 
one capable of presenting to a cultivated taste papers of rare 
intelligence, commanding respect for the subject of which 
they treated. In all cases his articles led up to a delicate 
higher train of thought, towards the solving of some vexed 
problem of the day. 

In his chosen field of thought he developed a degree ol 
ability that promised great things for his future career. 

Rudolph often startled his friends, and even himself, at 
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times, by the far-reaching, psychological manner in which 
he treated certain things. Certainly, traditions to him were 
as nothing ; facts, all ; possibilities, everything. 

School, college, and the grind of business he had met 
and conquered, and yet, in his thirty-second year, Rudolph 
Preston was unmarried. Women he had met, and in his 
own peculiar manner analyzed. None of them were for 
him. 

** What is the use, mother ? " he had answered, when she 
chided him for not choosing a companion, ** a person can- 
not like anyone. It is not right to pick and choose ; if it 
is to be, I shall meet her, — it is a matter of Destiny.*' 

And so it was in this mood that he met with Mary 
Haswell. 

** Rudolph,'* his mother asked, one perfect June after- 
noon, ** shall we drive to the orphan fair, at Kirkbridge? 
It is a very worthy object, and we shall meet the promoters 
of the school. My old friend Mrs. Haswell is a director, 
I imderstand.** 

** Why, certainly, mother,** he answered, and they were 
soon at Kirkbridge, after a pleasant drive over country 
by-ways. 

This is not a love story, although why shouldn't it be? 
Love moves the world, — ** rules the court, the camp, the 
grove. * * Hatred plays no part in success. 
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Rudolph met Mary Haswell as she was occupied with a 
group of young girls from the orphan school, at Kirkbridge. 

At her father's death Mary had willingly assumed the 
management and care of the children from native compas- 
sion for them, born of her own great loss, which had 
awakened in her a keen sense of pity for the twenty or 
thirty homeless bairns, that called forth all the goodness of 
her head and heart toward their safe-keeping. 

The young girl certainly formed a sweet pictiure as she 
appeared surrounded by her charges. 

The afternoon was pleasantly spent, and the two found 
much in accord as they conversed, awakening for each 
other that respect which only sincerity of purpose can 
arouse. That guide to success had shaped their lives thus 
far. 

During the drive home that evening, Rudolph said little. 
He was thinking. 

The renewal of friendship between the matrons paved 
the way for frequent meetings for the youth and the maid. 
A year's contact sowed the seeds of love in the soil of 
friendship nurtured by respect. As true and courteous 
their intercourse, sympathetic their friendship, binding 
their love. 

Rudolph told his mother it was Destiny. The match 
was entirely in accord with Mrs. Preston's own ideas of 
such things. 
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With perfect understanding there was no need for pro- 
longing the courtship, and the Christmas holidays were 
chosen to witness the union. The gaiety of the season, the 
closing of Mary's loving work at the school, all tended to 
brighten the hopes of the many interested. 

Hand in hand the lovers worked with one thought, one 
purpose, the wish of the one the compact of the other. 
Rapid strides were made towards perfecting the future 
welfare of the orphan school, and autumn foliage turned 
to mark the time. 

Was it Destiny ? 

Unexpected and unlooked for as it was, with but a week's 
ailment and no thought of a fatal termination, Mary 
Haswell was dead. 

Touching indeed was the mourning at Kirkbridge and 
the school. Friends and relatives of the sweet girl spoke 
in reverence of her and her work. 

The responsive chords she had attuned about her vi- 
brated, though the frame was shattered. 

And Rudolph? 

He did not mourn for her ; he missed her, — that was 
the difference. She was all in all to him, — ^his being. He 
could not get used to her absence. 

She was not dead to him. She was somewhere, waiting. 
This he knew and felt. But where ? 
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It was April. Rudolph had passed the winter in hard 
work. Everything of importance with which he was con- 
nected had been closed and completed. His life work had 
ended with hers, and she was waiting for him. He 
thought this. It was one of the possibilities. 

It was the evening of the fifth of April when Rudolph 
retired, bidding his mother good-night. The whole night 
was spent in prayer and passion. Prayer to the Almighty 
that he might be taken away. A sincere wish to meet her 
in the Unknown. Passion in the sense that he saw and 
lived again the days of old, held by the spirit of his Affin- 
ity, — Mary Haswell. 

Rudolph Preston believed. 

Toward morning he fell asleep and did not awaken until 
noon. After he had broken his fast he went to the quiet 
churchyard and spent an hour at her grave, wrapped in 
thought and prayer. He wreathed the moimd and inscrip- 
tion with immortelles and evergreens. 

Returning to the house, he repaired to his room and 
began a letter to his mother. 

The April sun, setting in the tinted western clouds, cast 
its rays through the half-closed blinds. 

The clock in the corner tolled the half hour of fiv< 
thirty minutes past the regular time for tea. 



6o 

Stepping to the foot of the stair-case Mrs. Preston 
called softly for Rudolph, but received no answer. 

Passing lightly up the long stairs his mother opened the 
door and looked into the room. 

In the corner, by the old-fashioned secretary, faintly 
outlined in the darkened room, she saw a bowed form. 
She smiled as she thought of catching her boy asleep. 

Crossing the room she placed her hand lightly upon his 
shoulder. The letter lay before him. He did not move. 
Looking into his face, she saw that he, also, was smiling, 
but, 

The spirit of Rudolph Preston lived in another world. 
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BAFFLING A CONSPIRACY. 

XT EARLY ten years have now elapsed since the event 
that I am about to narrate took place. That I am 
alive to-day I attribute to the fact of incidental good for- 
tune that enabled me to baffle a conspiracy, the successful 
culmination of which, had I appeared upon the scene a 
trifle earlier, would have decreed me death. 

Entering upon a business career af^er serving my ap- 
prenticeship I connected myself with a large jewelry firm 
in the city of New York. I had been advanced from one 
position to another until, being adjudged competent, I 
was given an extensive territory, containing concerns and 
individuals from whom I was expected to procure a large 
business. 

You may be sure that I worked hard to further my own 
interests by turning in the largest orders possible. I had 
worked up my territory and made extensive additions imtil 
I felt that I was entitled to a needed rest before again 
pushing for a larger increase. 

As I was beginning to feel settled, however, I received 
a letter from my employers requesting me to report to the 
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home office as soon as I could arrange to leave the work 
then in hand. 

Wondering at the hasty summons I straightened out my 
affairs to the best advantage, leaving in my place a trust- 
worthy under-clerk. Upon reaching New York I went at 
once to the head office, where I was greeted by the senior 
member of the firm, who kindly complimented me on my 
progress, and also on my promptness in answering their 
summons. 

Sending for the junior partner and the head book- 
keeper, we repaired to the private office and were closeted 
for nearly half a day in discussing and hunting up data for 
the purpose of enforcing the settlement of a claim that 
had about it an air of mystery. 

It seemed that among the numerous customers of the 
firm was a concern, trading under the name of R. B. 
Dingley & Company, having their office or factory in a 
borough among the mountains of western Pennsylvania. 

The company dealt with us under a peculiar system, 
and, while the method of keeping their accounts was out 
of the usual order, still it was not intricate to one entering 
upon it at the beginning of the transaction. 

R. B. Dingley & Company were known to us as the 
patentees of a certain instrument for scientific purposes, in 
the manufacture of parts of which they were compelled 
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to use diamonds, as no other substance known at that 
time appeared to possess the requisite hardness. 

The sizes of the diamonds varied, and ranged from a 
mere chipping to a three or four-karat stone, or, to be more 
explicit, from 45.257 mils to 289.300 mils in diameter. 

As the use of these stones would require a large outlay 
of money, we had devised a plan whereby they agreed to 
deposit with us a stated sum covering the value of a certain 
number of gems. These we were to forward them, charg- 
ing against the sum deposited. 

Upon returning to us the first consignment we were to 
deduct the amount of our charges and to fill the accom- 
panying order at a price not exceeding, including charges, 
one and one-half times the value of the preceding ship- 
ment. 

The reasons for this can easily be seen, as it protected 
us and repaid the firm for the wear and tear of the gems. 

We had transacted business upon this basis with them 
for some time, they claiming that the sale of the instru- 
ments compelled them to work on this basis until such time 
as they could thoroughly introduce them. 

None of the principals of R. B. Dingley & Company 
were known to my firm personally, but their deposits were 
evidence of good faith, and they were quoted in a reliable 
mercantile agency. 

Our method of delivery was through the express com- 
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pany to the station nearest their borough in Pennsylvania, 
the Dingley company's messenger receipting for the goods 
there, and conveying them over the mountains to the 
fectory. 

Affairs went on comparatively straight until they re- 
quested that we make them a shipment of large sizes, the 
last consignment needed for them to complete a series of 
drillings or drawings. 

Inasmuch as the value of the order far exceeded the 
deposit, our firm was loth to make the shipment. How- 
ever, upon considering the amount of trade and previous 
prompt payments, they decided to take the risk. 

After making the shipment, for which they received in 
due form the express company's receipt of delivery, they 
heard nothing from the consignment. 

The correspondence that ensued finally produced a state- 
ment from the Dingley company to the effect that the last 
consignment of diamonds was unsatisfactory, and also that 
they desired a complete statement of account for the three 
years' charges and commissions. 

They claimed that our statements of transfers, exchanges 
and balances did not agree with their own, and desired to 
defer payment until the matter was adjusted. 

The desire for delay was too apparent to such men of 
business as had charge of the affairs of our firm. The 
receipts, which had been forwarded with each shipment, 
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and which had been accepted without equivocation, were 
as complete statements of accounts as could be made. 

It was therefore decided that I was to proceed to the 
works of Dingley & Company, and to demand payments 
due, and to recover the gems without compromise. 

To enforce the wishes of my firm I carried the necessary 
power of attorney to enable me to act in all matters that 
might arise. I was also furnished with a complete state- 
ment of their account, which, although intricate from its 
extension over such a long period, I felt sure I under- 
stood. 

In order to interrupt my own branch of the business as 
little as possible I suffered no delay, but immediately took 
the train for Pristine Junction, at which point I would be 
compelled to obtain a conveyance to take me over the 
mountains. 

On the train I met an acquaintance, who was on his 
way to a town half way between New York and the Jimc- 
tion. He said, during our conversation, if I would go 
with him while he transacted a little business, he would 
go on with me to see the coimtry. 

Harry, — for that was his name, — ^was an ardent sports- 
man, and the country through which we would pass was 
noted for its abundance of small game. 

For the sake of his companionship, I acquiesced, and, 
while the delay was not long, we did not reach the end of 
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our railway journey until about three o'clock Friday after- 
noon, a day having been consumed in making the trip. 

We had some trouble to get a carriage to take us over 
the mountains, as the driver said he would be late in 
getting there, and would have to stay all night. We soon 
arranged the fee to overcome his objections and started. 

In the course of our conversation, which of course was 
overheard by our " Jehu," we mentioned our destination. 
He shook his head and began asking me questions about 
the company. I told him I knew nothing about them, 
and in turn quizzed him. 

I found that he knew nothing definite about them, but 
had heard numerous gossipy reports concerning their 
queer and seclusive ways. 

This did not strike me seriously, as I knew that persons 
pursuing an object in a scientific line were liable to sur- 
round themselves with an air of mystery, which would 
attract marked attention in a country town. But when 
he hinted that one of the firm had left very suddenly, I 
made a mental note of it. 

We reached the R. B. Dingley company's works just 
before six o'clock, and the shadows were beginning to 
lengthen. 

We dismissed the driver, who, his artifice for an extra 
fee having succeeded, determined to return before mom- 
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ing. This was immaterial to us as we had expected to get 
a stage in the borough to take us back to the station. 

We were compelled to go a considerable distance back 
from the public road to (each the works, which we had 
seen from a distance. 

The entire structure had a massive appearance, and the 
building appeared to be a dwelling and factory combined. 
As we walked up to the entrance my friend remarked 
on the somber surroundings, and I joined in with him, for 
to my eyes it had all the appearance of a castle in the 
feudal times of England. 

To the left of the front entrance was a room that ap- 
peared to be the office. We opened the door and 
entered. 

Before us were two small rooms, we being in the outer 
one. In the room in which we found ourselves, on a low 
stool, sat a man engaged in adjusting some delicate 
mechanical parts of a small instrument. 

Near the door leading into the smaller room was a 
block or box covered with a matting of curious design and 
fibre. This was all there was in the room, except a tele- 
phone on the end wall. 

Looking through the door, we saw a similar instrument 
hung in the back room, and having a desk and writing 
pad near it. 

As we waited, the workman finished his task and looked 
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up at us. I asked him if this was the office of Messrs. 
Dingley & Company, and he nodded in assent. 

I thereupon stated my connections and requested to see 
some member of the firm. Before I had ceased speaking, 
he abruptly turned on his heel, and, opening a door near 
the telephone in the first room disappeared from view. 
Harry commented on the treatment we were receiving, 
and I myself was a trifle provoked. 

It was fast growing dark. Not a light was visible, 
neither could a sound be heard. 

Going into the inner room, we saw before us a flight of 
stairs leading to the second floor. There was a landing at 
the top of the stairs, and a door ahead and one to the 
left, for we could see the white knobs in the faint light. 

Thinking that the ''odd mechanic,'' as Harry had 
dubbed him, had gone to notify someone of our presence, 
we waited until so long that, getting tired, we debated 
whether to go back into the room and return the next 
morning, or to stick it out until someone should come. 

We had about decided upon the former course, when 
Harry said he was going to see if there was anything on 
the floor above. I remonstrated with him to no purpose. 
He said if people would not be civil he would investigate 
their premises. 

He therefore bounded up the stairs and I heard him 
trying the door at the head of the stairs. I followed him, 
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and knew that he opened the door, for I felt the rush of 
air down the casement and saw light through the crack of 
a door beyond. Then the door flew shut with a bang, and 
I was left alone in the darkness. 

Calling, I received no answer. Becoming alarmed, I 
sprang forward and turned the knob. It was in vain ; the 
door was locked. 

Feeling about, I touched the knob to the left and opened 
the door. I found myself on the threshold of a large 
dining-room, brilliantly lighted and well furnished. To 
the rear of the building doors opened, showing rooms 
beyond. 

With the light from the room flooding the hallway, I 
tried to open the first door, through which my friend had 
so unceremoniously disappeared. Finding I could not, I 
called again, but received no answer. 

Thoroughly alarmed, and suspecting trouble, I reentered 
the dining-room and began suryeying the walls and doors, 
in the hope of finding a way into the room corresponding 
to that portion of the house forming the right wing or 
tower, as I recollected it from the exterior. 

But I found none, and going again to the landing I was 
about to descend with the intention of going to the town 
for assistance, when I heard steps outside and saw an 
envelope drop to the floor from a slit in the office door. 

I hurried down the stairs, shouting out, but was not 
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heard. Then I tried to open the door, but found it 
locked. 

Indeed, had we but known it, the door was locked from 
the outside immediately after the workman had announced 
our presence to those in the house. 

I turned to the windows. To my surprise I met with 
deal shutters y fastened by a bar an the outside ! The 
shutters had evidently been put up while we were up 
stairs. 

I was dumbfounded, and worried. Something serious 
was up, and yet I could not fathom the reason. 

My friend and I were undoubtedly imprisoned, but for 
what reason ? Certainly not on account of the differences 
of my firm and this concern, of whom I had come to 
demand satisfaction. 

The amount that they owed was large, but why this 
attempt at detention ? Was it for the purpose of defeating 
attempts at collection ? Had they been defrauding other 
concerns in th6 same manner ? 

I puzzled and studied vigorously, but could come to no 
satisfactory understanding. 

Making sure that I could not get out, I picked up the 
telegram that had been dropped on the floor and returned 
to the dining-room. 

On getting up stairs I found the envelope I held was 
only partially sealed — indeed, it came open in my hand. 
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The envelope was addressed to ** Charles Disstow, P- 



Pennsylvania. " Glancing at the contents I found it a 
telegraphic copy of a cablegram, dated at Liverpool, Eng- 
land, and by code, ''United States flags. Yesterday. 
Red Jacket. '* The signature as written out was '* Thomas 
Westmoreland. * * 

I had barely returned the telegtam to the envelope 
when a gray-haired gentlemen entered the room. I 
could see by his manner that my presence was well known 
to him. 

Upon his entering, I arose and met his gaze. I had 
divined that the person before me was Dingley and so 
asked him. Upon his assenting I indignantly inquired 
the reason for the treatment inflicted upon my friend and 
myself. I demanded our release and the settlement of 
my firm's account. I very forcibly told him he would find 
the arm of the law a long one, even though he fancied 
himself beyond the pale of its influence in his chosen 
seclusion. 

Dingley did not deign to answer my questions nor to 
heed my threats. I was quick to see that he was not 
alone in the case. Indeed, his cool assumption and the 
entrapping of my friend proved that. But what his re- 
sources or plans were, of course I knew not. I resolved 
to repeat my demands, and if he showed no disposition to 
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accede to them, to assault him, make my escape and 
return with help. 

The whole affair to me, was, to say the least, of the most 
mysterious kind, if it did not mean actual danger to us. 
Dingley's refusal to engage in conversation showed me 
that he was waiting for something. 

As I was about to begin, a young girl, of about the age 
of sixteen, entered the room and busied herself in getting 
tea. She did not appear disturbed by my presence, 
merely glancing at me curiously. 

Dingley, who was attired in a neatly-fitting frock-coat, 
light trousers, and in slippers, seated himself in a chair 
close by me and commenced asking me some questions 
concerning my errand. 

I fully stated my case, and again upbraided him for his 
trickery. I also repeated my request for the release of 
Harry. For, although I was as much a prisoner as he, I 
thought if we could be together it would be to our 
advantage. 

As far as my business was concerned Dingley vouchsafed 
no reply ; as for my friend he assured me that he would 
be well cared for. 

Before I could again speak a man and woman entered 
the room from one of the side doors. They were talking 
in reference to some evidently important subject, and in 
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answer to a question the man answered, " that's as easy 
to fix as some other transfers. ' * 

At this the young girl put her fingers to her lips, and 
the new-comers, looking at me in surprise, seemed con- 
fused. Dingley and the man and woman then held a 
consultation, and presently all withdrew from the room but 
Dingley. 

The latter then came to me and requested that I follow 
him. Instead I demanded an explanation of his conduct, 
and again demanded to be released. Still retaining his 
composure, he said that if I would do as he said all would 
be well. He desired to have a talk in reference to our 
account. 

He lead the way through a door opening into the turret, 
a large compartment, well appointed and used as a sleeping 
room. He was somewhat in advance of me, and, turning 
an angle formed by a closet projecting into the room, I 
thought I heard the '' click '* of a lock. I quickened my 
step and reached the door. As I put my hand on the knob 
the door through which we had entered closed with a 
similar " click,'' and I was a prisoner ! 

Dingley had locked the first door, stolen back into the 
room and locked the other one. 

It came to me that my imprisonment was to be a matter 
of detention only. 

Why? 
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Study as I might, I could not answer the question. 

The room, now that the door was closed, was pitch 
dark, — no lamp or other means of obtaining light being 
at hand. 

Making my way to the bed, I threw myself upon it, and 
thought. I could easily see that our arrival upon the scene 
had upset the plans of the *' company," and that there was 
something more at the bottom of it all than the claim of 
my own firm. 

While thus engaged I heard persons moving in the next 
room and surmised by the rattling of plates and cutlery 
that they were at tea. The sound of voices also came to 
my ears, but too faintly to be distinguished. After a 
while, ail sounds ceasing, I fell asleep. 

When I awoke the next morning light was streaming 
through the barred windows, and a meal was again in pro- 
gress in the next room. As I had nothing else to do, I 
surveyed thoroughly the room and its contents. I was 
looking for some means of escape, if such means presented 
itself. This, as yet, seemed impossible, as I could not 
find the means for getting out of the windows, barred as 
they were. 

In the course of my inspection I found on one of the 
tables a paper, yellowed by age and dated some three years 
back. This was about the time we began trading with the 
Dingley company. Opening the paper, therefore, I began 
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to read, and, in the column of foreign news, I came across 
an item giving the^ circumstances of the death of Richard 
Disstow, at I^iverpool. The name and town immediately 
recalled to mind the episode of the telegram the night 
before, and I instinctively felt for it. I foimd the envelope 
in my pocket, whither I had thrust it upon the entry of 
Dingley into the dining-room. 

Returning to the newspaper article, I found that Richard 
Disstow had left his only surviving relative, his brother 
Charles, a fortune of ;^i 50,000. The article concludedi^ 
by saying that Charles Disstow, who was of a scientific 
turn of mind and well educated, was engaged in the 
production of an important patent somewhere in America, 
and that Sir Thomas Westmoreland, Bart. , was the exec- 
utor of the estate. 

Following up the train of events thus placed before me, 
I concluded that Charles Disstow was the "company " of 
R. B. Dingley & Company, and was the inventor of the 
scientific apparatus manufactured, and that he was the 
brother of Richard Disstow, and heir to the vast fortune 
mentioned in the paper. 

I then asked myself, was the second man I had seen the 
nig^t before Charles Disstow? If so, and he was the pos- 
sessor of such an amount of money, why should he seek to 
defraud my employers out of the balance due on the last 
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consignment of diamonds, and what was his object in 
retaining Harry and myself in captivity. 

I instinctively disliked Dingley from the moment I set 
eyes upon him. Of course the events of the previous 
night only accentuated such feelings. I also wondered 
to what extent he was interested in the firm. 

Thinking that the second man might be the Charles 
Disstow mentioned, and that the telegram might have 
reference to money matters, I concluded that, no matter 
what their treatment, I had no right to retain it in my 
possession. With this in my mind, I pounded on the 
door, hoping to call some one into the room. I braced 
myself against the door with the expectation of pushing 
into the outer room should the door be opened. 

But I was disappointed. No one came. 

Wearying of this, I resolved to explore back of the bed- 
stead, as I had noticed a casement or lintel, almost even 
with the top of the head-board, and surmised that there 
was a door back of it. Pushing the bed away, I found I 
was right, but was additionally surprised to find it unlocked. 

The room I entered was an unused bed-room. With 
bated breath I tried the door on the opposite wall. It was 
locked. The windows also were barred, the same as those 
in the tiuret. Going back to the room I had just left I 
replaced the bed as I had found it, and returned to the 
paper. 
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When I first took up the paper an oblong box lay upon 
it. This I had removed and placed on the end of the 
table. In reaching across I accidentally knocked it from 
the table. As it fell upon the floor, the lid flew open, 
scattering a number of papers and letters over the carpet. 
While replacing them I found they were letters addressed 
to Charles Disstow. 

I had no scruples about opening them. I was there 
to learn all about this very person and his connections 
with the firm of R. B. Dingley & Company, and if I 
could utilize my time in confinement toward that end, I 
meant to do it. 

I found that the letters all related to the fortune of 
Richard Disstow, and consisted of correspondence between 
the executor and the heir. Replacing them as I found 
them, I proceeded to put away the other papers also. 
While doing this I came across a folded card, marked 
"code.** Opening it, a slip of paper dropped out and 
fluttered to the floor. 

Regaining it, I read: "Charles Disstow, of P , 

this state, was confined here to-day by R. B. Dingley. 
The application, stating that he is mildly insane, is signed 
by Dr. Kingsbury, who advises slight restraint, upon the 
request of Mr. and Mrs. Dingley. ' * There was no date, 
and I could not conjecture how long ago the confinement 
had been made. 



8o 

The slip had evidently been torn from some asylum 
record, and, judging by the color, I should have said it 
was about the same age as the paper. Still, I might be 
mistaken. Shut up from light and dust it might have 
been much older. 

The correspondence, though, I noted, was dated up to 
within a month. Indeed the last letter spoke of the con* 
summation of the labors of the executor, and the expecta- 
tion of shortly turning over to the heir the whole 
inheritance. 

The train of thought that this last letter forced upon 
me, jeceived strength as I took up the " code," with the 
intention of deciphering the message. The card was well 
worn, as though frequently consulted, and the arrange- 
ment of words was simple. Placing the message on my 
knee, I inserted the equivalent from the "code'* as I 
found it. Completing my task, I had good grounds fot 
deciding not to return the telegram, and also to escape 
and secure the arrest of the inmates of the factory. 

The telegram, filled in from the key, readi as follows : 

" Liverpool, England, " 

«* Charles Disstow, P , Pa. : 

** Have cabled deposit in your name for j^i 50,000, less fees and 
expenses, j^i,ooo. "VS^U write. 

<< Thomas Westmoreland." 

The cipher despatch was dated the day I arrived. The 
correspondence was directed to Charles Disstow hardly a 
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month previous. Charles Disstow was incarcerated in a 
private asylum, and had been placed there at least 
eighteen months before. 

From the tenor of the correspondence of Mr. West- 
moreland I could plainly see he was under the impression 
that he was dealing directly with the heir, when, in fact, 
he had not been for the last eighteen months. How 
much longer I did not know. 

It was evident that Dingley, who had been planning to 
get the legacy, put himself in the place of Charles 
Disstow. 

It was about five o'clock in the afternoon when the 
door was opened, and Dingley appeared, followed by a 
burly servant bearing a tray with my meal. 

Knowing all I did, Dingley appeared doubly sinister to 
me. He still retained the same demeanor that I had 
noticed the day before but it appeared to me that he was 
uneasy about something and had rather a dogged air than 
one of composed confidence. 

I asked when we would be released He answered that 
he would go back with us to New York in a day or two, 
but at present it was necessary to keep us there. Fiurther 
than that he would make no reply. 

As he turned to leave the room he noticed the paper 
and box on the table, and immediately removed them, 
taking them out with him. Although evidently impatient 
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that they had been in the same room with me, he went 
out without saying anything. 

Upon finishing my search I had been careful to replace 
things as I had found them, and hoped their disturbance 
would not be noticed. But I counted too soon on getting 
off easy. In about half an hour he returned and asked 
me bluntly if I had read the letters. 

Now, while I was at the man's mercy, I fully expected 
to be released or to escape, and I felt that I did not fear 
him either physically or morally. I therefore answered 
him as bluntly as he had asked the question, that I had, 
and why I had. 

To my surprise, his manner changed and he very 
politely explained that the room I was in was Mr. 
Disstow's, the silent partner in the firm, and that he was 
away on business. He further added that he was expect- 
ing him back at any minute. 

To this falsehood I said : 

** I presume private business? ** 

Nodding, he withdrew. 

My opinions were fully strengthened by this interview, 
and to fortify myself still further I drew up to the key- 
hole at the door next the dining-room, upon hearing them 
at tea, and listened intently, eagerly catching every loud 
word that would reach me. 

This bit of eavesdropping procured for me the intelli- 
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gence that they were expecting the very despatch that I 
had upon my person, and that they were delayed in some 
movement by not receiving it. I also learned that the 
other man was ** Dr. Kingsbury." 

The whole conspiracy was now so plain to me, that, 
with the keynote in my possession, I had only to file my 
complaint with the proper authorities to enable me to 
fiilly avenge all my own wrongs, besides releasing and 
restoring to liberty the victim of a vile conspiracy. 

Whatever preparations I might have wished to make, 
looking to my escape, I was compelled to forego them, 
not only on account of the darkness which was now 
filling, but also because any noise I might make would 
certainly be overheard. 

I began to think, and reconnoitered while I thought. I 
carefully examined the windows and outside surroundings 
and procured at the last minute, before throwing myself 
on the bed in my prison, the additional sheets from the 
spare bed and carefully concealed them. Planning and 
projecting my further movements, I fell asleep. 

Upon awakening I found on the table a plentiful 
supply of food and a note, stating that the family had 
gone away for the day, and would be back at nightfall. 

This meant that I would not be visited again, though I 
knew the place was watched, having seen a watchman on 
the grounds. 
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However, it gave me the chance I wanted, and I 
thoroughly scrutinized the bars and windows during the 
morning. I found that in the back room I could, by 
working out the mortar between the coping, push out the 
cross-standard at both the top and bottom of the grating. 
This would enable me to gain an opening just wide 
enough to push through. The sheeting I intended to 
join and fasten to the bottom bars. 

By raising the lower sash I was able to pick out the 
mortar confining the cross-standard, using a steel paper- 
cutter and a heavy weight. Lowering the top sash I did 
the same with the upper standard. 

Returning to the turret-room I left the bed-stead at a 
sufficient distance from the wall to enable me to open the 
door and squeeze through. 

I completed my task at about four o'clock, and then sat 
down to await darkness, and to time the watchman on his 
rounds. I found that it took him three-quarters of an 
hour, and that he passed around from right to left. 

All the time I was wondering what was Harry's con- 
dition. I imagined that he was fisu-ing as well, at any 
rate, as myself. I believed that he was locked in the cor- 
responding tower on the opposite end. 

After darkness set in, I began to consider when '' my 
friends" would return. As it grew later, it dawned on 
me that they did not intend to return. 



85 

It was near nine o'clock, and very dark, so, acting on 
this supposition, and knowing that I had no time to lose, 
if my surmise was correct, I proceeded to make a rope 
from the sheets of the bed, and to remove the grating 
from the window I had selected from which to lower 
myself. As there was another window just below, I had 
to be careful not to allow the rope to dangle in front of it 
until I was ready to make a swift descent. 

Everything being in readiness, I waited for the watch- 
man. In a few minutes he came across the lawn, glanced 
across the building and passed down the factory wall, 
swinging his lantern as he went. 

Giving him ten minutes' grace, I lowered myself past 
the window below my room, and which I noticed had 
neither curtain nor blinds. Touching the ground, I tried 
to disengage the rope, but could not, and so left it 
hanging. 

Rapidly following the house-walls, I reached the factory 
section and the fenced portion of the grounds. I tried to 
look in at the windows, but they were just above my head, 
so could not. 

I reached the confines of the grounds safely and, 
following a fringe of wood, reached the highway and 
made my way to the town. Not being familiar with the 
country, I lost some time, as I had to inquire the way 
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several times, and my unkempt appearance, together with 
the hour of the night, made me a suspicious character. 

Once in the village I hunted up the local justice and 
laid my case before him. He had the grace to accept my 
statement, more, perhaps, from the fact that the <' castle," 
as the country folks called it, had always been looked 
upon with dread, than from any confidence placed in me. 

Hunting up the constable and aides we traveled back 
to my late prison, pressing into service a dilapidated 
" carry-all.'' We were all well armed, and had lanterns, 
an ax and a crow-bar. 

You may be sure that I was plied with any number of 
questions, but, outside of the necessary statements to 
constitute the proper legal charge, I said little. 

We went up to the front of the house and then made a 
search for the watchman. He was not found, and I think 
the sight of the rope from the turret window told him of 
my escape. Afraid of being captured, he had made his 
escape. We returned to the door and knocked, but 
received no answer. Trying the door, it opened without 
any trouble, and I again found myself in the gloomy 
offices, with telephones, the box covered with the queer 
design in matting, and the desk. 

Meeting with no opposition we went up the flight of 
stairs to the doorway, through which Harry had so mys- 
teriously disappeared, and found it unlocked. Opening 
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it, we found ourselves in a small room, with a door lead- 
ing into another ro6m. This door we found locked, but 
as we we tried the knob, we heard Harry calling. I was 
overjoyed to hear his voice, and felt greatly relieved. 

We burst open the door in short order, and found him 
none the worse for his imprisonment. I need not say 
that he was rejoiced to see me. The room he was in cor- 
responded to the one in the opposite turret where I had 
been confined, but was devoid of furniture save a bed and 
table. 

Harry stated that when he tried the door, on the Friday 
previous, it readily opened showing, as I had also seen, 
the light in the room beyond. As he opened the inner 
door, the outer one was shut by a person in the room, 
while another seized him and pushed him in the inner 
room, the door being locked after him. The whole 
transpired so suddenly that he had no time for resistance. 

From his description the two men must have been 
Dingley and Dr. Kingsbury. When they brought him his 
supper he was told that he was wanted for safety to them- 
selves. 

We all went back to the dining-room, when I found the 
box and papers, and took possession of them. There being 
no further use for our sta3ring where we were, we decided 
to return to New York, and to place the matter in the 
hands of a detective agency. 



We learned from the justice and constable that a train 
had left the Junction at five o'clock that night, and that 
the next one was scheduled for ten o'clock the next morn- 
ing. 

As it would be unsafe to travel over the mountains by 
night, we decided to stay in the house to await the possible 
return of Dingley and Kingsbury, although we felt pretty 
certain that they had left for parts unknown. 

Before daylight we made a visit to the factory, going in 
by way of the back door in the lower office. The sight 
that met our eyes confirmed our suspicions as to the de- 
parture of the conspirators. Every piece of the delicate 
and valuable machinery had been smashed and removed^ 
and not the vestige of a diamond did we find. 

The next morning, leaving affairs with the justice in such 
a shape that he could have them brought before the grand 
jury at its next sitting, Harry and I drove over to the 
Junction in time for the ten o'clock train back to New 
York. At the station we inquired if any one had left by 
train the day previous, but from descriptions given us we 
were sure that none of the passengers were our friends. 
We learned afterward that the team connected with the 
'< castle" had been found at a hotel near the railroad- 
crossing a considerable distance away. 

Home again, I laid the entire matter before my firm and 
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they very energetically pushed the search for Charles 
Disstow. 

After considerable advertising they placed themselves in 
correspondence with a private asylum in West Virginia, and 
the release of Charles Disstow resulted. Upon investiga- 
tion it was proven that he was not nor ever had been insane, 
having been placed in the asylum by Dingley and Kings- 
bury after they learned of his inheritance, which they 
hoped by this means to secure. 

Upon his release Mr. Disstow went direct to New York, 
where he was given all his papers, etc. He soon thereafter 
established his identity, and received the full amount as 
cabled to his credit from Liverpool. 

The accounts of my firm, which he knew to be correct, 
were settled in full, and a new factory started nearby, in 
which he manufactured all fine instruments for scientific 
purposes. Much material was brought from the ** castle,*' 
and the place was left to decay. Nothing was ever heard 
of the arch conspirators who were foiled by our timely 
intervention. 

As for myself and Harry, we would not sell our interest 
in the Disstow Manufacturing Company for a large sum. 



LITTLE NELL. 
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LITTLE NELL. 

LJ OW difTerently we see things after a space of years ! 
The lapse of time, the experiences of life and their 
lessons leave impressions, — ^good or bad, — that make or 
mar the serenity of old age. 

Once past the halcyon days, advanced in life, not one 
but has recalled, under some conditions or other, the 
youthful scenes or recollections of home surroundings, of 
cherished ones, — father, mother, sister, brother, a near 
relative, — or of a particular incident in connection with 
home life. 

Recalling my own experiences, I remember several 
episodes in a child's life, which, while they amused at the 
time, were forgotten until thoughts of youth crowded upon 
a mind engaged with sterner pursuits. 

Nellie, dear little tot, was the child of tenants on my 
Other's farm. I recollect coming upon her one morning, 
bare of foot and dirty, sobbing as though her little heart 
would break. Her chubby little cheeks were streaked with 
dust and tears, and her frock was dirty and torn. 
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'* Why, Nell," I asked, *' what in the world is the mat- 
ter ? What are you crying about ? " 

It was a long time before she would answer, but finally 
she stopped and blurted out, between her sobs : 

** Dad, — ^he — ^he whipped *ee ! " • 

She would not say more, and somehow I really felt sorry 
for her and her childish woes. 

With some coaxing she began to smile and peep 
through her dirty fingers at me. When I had won her 
confidence I took her home. 

''Dear me, Edith! who have you there?" exclaimed 
mother. 

Father nearly burst his sides laughing at what he called 
my " stray cosset." Dear old man ! Many a time has he 
put himself out to make it bright for others. 

Nell was a sturdy little urchin, straight as an arrow, and 
full of grit. Washed, and with a clean '' f 'ock," as she 
called it, she was a surprise, and it was not long before she 
was a favorite with all. 

She very quickly got over her shyness, and became 
thoroughly spoiled, and the center of attraction. And 
she soon knew her importance. 

The boys teased and spoiled her entirely. Mother 
petted her. Father gave her pennies until her eyes shone 
with the unexpected wealth. To me she always came 
when in trouble. 
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''Edie, 'oo love 'ee/' she would say, nestling her 
golden head close to me, where she would stay, as quiet as 
a mouse. 

" Edie 'pit-fire," she would say when she saw me pro- 
voked at anything. '''At 'oo mean? 'Oo bad," and 
then would look so sorry and sweet that I would catch her 
up and hug her, in a good humor immediately. 

Nell's blue eyes were full of mischief, and fairly danced 
if able to execute some plan of her own directly in op- 
position with all accepted ideas of correctness. 

'* If I could on'y f 'ow straight," she wailed, " I don't 
care nucken to kick a foot-ball, if I could on'y f 'ow." 

She was very imitative, — for good or bad, — and the 
shocking things she would do and say, as she learned 
them from all hands, made mother hold up her hands in 
horror. But even for the bad things she would do, — ^in 
her innocence,^-one was unable to punish her. 

I remember, once in particular, when Thomas, the 
groom, was attending a sick horse, Nell watched him pour 
the necessary medicine down the not very willing ani- 
mal's throat. With hands behind her back, Nell watched 
the operation without a word. 

Later in the morning, we wanted her. Calling and 
getting no answer, we hunted high and low. After a dili- 
gent search, we found her| at the kennel of a big mastiff. 

The dog sat upon his haunches, his front paws braced 
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•olidly, with Nell tugging at his mouth ; in her hand the 
had a bottle of Thomas' horse medicine, vainly trying to 
pour its contents down Jack's mouth, repeating, 

''Ope' 'ee mouse, ope' 'ee mouse, and take 'ee . 
med'sin' I Will 'ee ope' 'ee mouse, I say?" 

And she would stamp her foot and hang on, not in the 
least afraid, while Jack and the numerous other dogs 
enjoyed the performance with almost human intelligence. 

These same dogs had a good meal at Nell's expense 
one day, and it happened this way. 

Father had been making presents of provisions to some 
of his tenants, and Nell, as usual, knew all about the affiur. 

Later in the day we heard a great commotion, and, 
looking out of the window, saw Nell kicking and com- 
manding the pack to desist from stealing a huge ham 
from her. 

<< Loose it, I say, loose it ! " she ordered of Jack, as 
he made a grab at the choice morsel, upsetting Nell, who 
clung to the ham for dear life. 

'' I 'uz going to div it to Mis' Haynes," she sobbed as 
we rescued her and her precious load, ''she poor, and 
ain't got nucken, and they gone and dirtied it all," and 
her eyes flamed and she looked daggers at the dogs. 

" Well," said father, as he gazed at the wreck, " there 
goes one of my best hams, but I suppose it's all right." 

Nell was the soul of generosity, and a fit act of hers, on 
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a par with the ham episode, was when she came home 
from the gipsy camp in the hollow, with nothing on but a 
short slip, having given all the rest of her clothes and her 
shoes and stockings to a ragged little gipsy child. 

Did the boys tease or threaten her with a whipping, she 
would up with her fist and say, '' 'Oo dare! Me tell 
Edie!" 

If she wanted to go anywhere, she went. Did coaxing 
fail, assertion didn't, and not one could resist her. 

After she had been around us for over a year, father was 
taken sick and had to lie abed most of the time. Nell 
was, as you can readily imagine, the life of the sick room ; | 

and when the spring flowers first appeared, early every .\ 

morning the child would gather all she could and bring I 

them to the steps leading to his room, saying, i 

'* Is *oo up yet ? 'I got 'oo fr'owers. May I tum in ? *' i 

** All right Nell, come up! " would be her bidding to 
come. 

"All yite ! I's a-tummin*,'* and soon her cheery face ' 

appeared, hugging in her arms the thoughtful gift. 

Up before all in the morning, she came over to the 
house, and, if I was late in coming down, she would stand > 

at the foot of the stairs and call out, '' Does I see b'ight 

eyes tummin' down 'tairs? Edie, I mean' 'oo^does I see t 

b'ight eyes timimin' down 'tairs ! " li 

Like the rest, she too had sickness, being troubled with ! 



ti 



98 

throbbing headaches. Many a time have I held her head 
for hours to comfort and ease her, her appreciative disposi- 
tion craving untold caresses when ill. 

It is a long time since last I saw little Nell. That last 
time was under peculiar circumstances, and, true to her 
nature and affection, she left with me words that have 
been dearly cherished. 

I have been far from home since, but my recollections 
have been many, and my thoughts deep. 

As for little Nell, my heart yearned towards her when I 
came across her sobbing, and in distress; she is older 
now, but it yearns for her to-day. 

God grant that her paths have been the paths of peace 
and pleasantness ! 

She made joy to enter the hearts of others. 
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ME TEMPS YCHOSIS. 

I 

\X7HAT are the limitations of the human soul? Can H 

it annihilate time and distance? Can it reach 
through space, disassociated from its human habitation, 
to stand between harm and those we love ? 

Do you believe it? I will not say that I do not, 
because an experience in my life would seem to show that 
it is true. 

But I will tell the story, and you may judge for yourself. 

Some years ago, at the time I was ** hustling '* for busi- 
ness, I was compelled to leave my home for a six weeks' 
tour in the. then not very law-abiding West. j 

I was loth to leave my home and my wife, for I remem- 
ber that it was but a short time before the birth of our first i 
child, and I had within me all the anxiety and thought | 
that every father experiences under such circumstances. ■ 

However, there was no help for it, so, promising Lillian i 

that I would return as quickly as possible, and bidding her ; 

a fond and passionate good-bye, I began the trip. I 

Stopping in the various towns, seeing faces old and new, 
and pushing my affairs as well as I consistently could, I 
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had little time to spare. I did not neglect my wife you 
may be sure, but sent her daily records of my affairs and 
successes, for the purpose of allaying any fears she might, 
because of her condition, have on my account. 

At last I was free to return, and I joyfully telegraphed 
home that they might expect me. The whirling wheels 
were soon carrying me eastward, and you can imagine my 
buoyant and expectant feelings. 

Just as the train had almost reached the town where I 
was to make my last change of cars, the sudden breaking 
of a rod on the engine threw me into despair. The acci- 
dent occurred some distance outside of the town. The 
conductor told me he could not say when they would get 
in ; certainly not in time to make the scheduled connec- 
tion. 

To miss that train meant much of which I was fearful. 
What wouldn't Lillian think about horrible accidents, 
broken bridges, and the like ? Poor girl, how I yearned 
to be by her side to soothe the nervous excitement I knew 
she would suffer. The thought worried me almost to des- 
peration. 

I ascertained the distance, and calculated that by leav- 
ing the train and making my own way on foot I could just 
about reach the station in time to catch the outward-bound 
train. 
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To think was to act. Taking to the road-bed, I struck 
into a swinging stride and covered the ground rapidly. 

In the distance I could see the long, low and dark 
bridge, leading into the town, which I hoped to reach 
before darkness came upon me. 

But^ as the days had been shortening for some weeks, I 
was unable to do it. It was in a very uncertain light that 
I left the track and started down the shadowed foot-path of 
the covered bridge. 

The only light I could see was a dull red one, over the 
tracks at the bridge entrance, that shed its baleful glare but 
a short distance before it was dissipated by the siuround- 
ing gloom. 

At the comer of the street leading into the town 
the flickering reflection of one dismal gas-light chased 
shadows across the cobblestones. I welcomed the light 
none the less, however, though I did not know why. 

I glanced at my watch. I noticed that it was seven 
minutes after eight o'clock. The full red light seemed 
to suggest muddy blood. 

I noted that a change had come over me. 

I became concious of an oppressive, yet magnified, state 
that I cannot describe. It was not a feeling of danger, 
but one that caused me to forget aught but my surround- 
ings, and to instinctively center my attention. 

The lateral draft through the shaft, and the downward 
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draft caused by the flowing waters below, made every 
little straw and piece of paper stick and scrape in its 
passage, giving it a pronounced sound in the oppressive 
silence. At any rate I distinctly remember that my sight 
and hearing were both nervously acute, and a creeping 
sensation came over me. 

I analyzed my feelings. My head was cool and my 
brain was calm. No thought or fear of bodily harm dis- 
turbed me. I felt as bold as a lion, yet I trembled while 
I analyzed in vain. I could not understand it. 

Nearing the other end of the bridge my mind again 
reverted to my wife. In the gloom I thought I saw her 
face drawn, as if in suffering, looking straight at me in 
supplication and terror. 

I looked more intently, puzzled at the phenomenon. 
There was her face, still before me, and by her side, its 
chubby cheek nestling peacefully against hers, was a 
baby's face ! My heart stood still. 

I stepped toward the vision. The drawn muscles of the 
face became less tense. 

I stepped closer. The look of terror softened ; the face 
relaxed more, — and more, — and disappeared ! 

I was worried, and heart-sick. What did it all mean ? 

I thought of the new duties in life that even then might 
have devolved upon me. In unison with my thoughts 
my steps quickened. 
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My mind was wonderfully clear ; every faculty was alert^ 
intent. I even noticed that the sounds echoing down the 
shaft seemed to become a roar. 

A few feet from the street, without knowing why, I 
passed close to the wall. The action was the natural one 
of giving way to a person coming in the opposite direc- 
tion. But no real person had passed, and, without slack- 
ing my speed, I instinctively turned my head to find a 
reason for my action. 

For the first time I noticed at the end of the bridge a 
pile of lumber. // was not in the pathway t but was 
rather a continuation of the partition separating the 
tracks from the walk. 

Until I had passed the boxes and barrels that lined the 
curb, and drew nearer to the welcome light, my short, 
stertorious breathing was almost akin to suffocation. 

Once under the light, I felt a load lifted as if from my 
very soul. I gave vent to a sigh of relief, but it was not 
until I got on my train, just as it was moving out, and 
had left the town far behind me, that I was relieved of the 
oppressive feeling that seemed to possess me. 

After breakfast on the train the next morning, seeking 

to shake off the slight vestige of my sensations of the 

previous night that remained after my heavy, dreamless 

sleep, I bought a paper from the train-boy. I opened it, 

and ran my eye down the columns. 

8 
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As I read I was horrified by a long account of the mo- 
tiveless murder, in cold-blood, of a prominent minister 
who, with rare thoughtfulness of his errand, having chosen 
the early dusk as the time best fitted to spare his piot^gt 
from the stare of curious neighbors, was returning home 
from having relieved the distress of some half-starved 
young mother who, the paper stated, had been widowed 
but a few weeks before. 

As I read further I saw that the tragedy had occured on 
the bridge I had crossed^ the time being cited as fifteen 
minutes past eight / 

That was the moment I had seen the vision of my wife 
and the baby face ! 

My blood seemed to freeze. I suffered agonies, while 
the swift-moving train seemed to creep at a snail's pace. 

Once at my town, I hurried home and into the house, 
where I was met by the doctor. By him I was told that 
while my wife was doing nicely now, she had had a very 
serious time, and that at one moment the night before 
they had been fearful of collapse. 

I breathed easier. 

''The child?" I asked. 

'* Is well," he answered. 

''At what time was that, doctor, that the crisis oc- 
cured ? " I asked. 
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The doctor turned to the nurse and looked the ques- 
tion. 

"About ten or fifteen minutes past eight, sir!" she 
said. 

" Was that the time the baby was born ? ** I asked. 

The nurse nodded her head in assent. 

The doctor had been in constant attendance, and faith- 
fill to his trust, impatient as I was, he kept me waiting 
until he went to Lillian to prepare her for my coming. 

When he returned he looked me sharply in the eyes, and 
felt of my pulse. He shook his head gravely, and said : 

** You are very, very nervous. You must be calm.*' 

<< Never you fear, doctor, if she's all right!" I an- 
swered. 

As I entered the room, with its dim light and sacred 
presence, I felt that another life was there. 

Lillian was so rejoiced to see me that, weak as she was, 
she lifted herself up to greet me. Tears silently welled up 
in her glad eyes and rolled down her wan cheeks. When 
she had gathered a little strength she told me in whispers 
that she had been so sorely troubled for me ; that she felt 
that I was in danger, and that the minute the baby was 
bom her heart almost broke in the endeavor to pull me 
away from a pile of lumber over which she, in her over- 
wrought mental state, had thought she had seen a demon- 
like presence hovering. 
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I knelt by the bedside, soothing her, and stroking her 
cheeks, until she became rational again, turning her 
thoughts to the chubby-faced little fellow who nestled so 
snugly in her arms. Poor girl, suffering though she was, 
she was a picture of beatitude. 

It was many months after my return, and when the baby 
was quite a lusty youngster, that I referred to the coinci- 
dences of that eventful night, and as my wife grasped me 
closer, we both thought — '' was it a good Genius who had 
helped her soul to save me at that supreme moment ? ' ' 

What was it ? 
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